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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
This is written for @Livewiree 's birthday. Hope you enjoy Part 2, honey. Part 3 will come soon enough. ran 
out of time LOL. 


Happy birthday, honey! 


lzzy POV 


Blinding lights in the dark. 
Chasing white lines. 
Chasing time. 

Chasing love. 

Chasing a future. 


Izzy was hunched in the seat, trying to sleep, his head resting against the window of the bus. He dozed fitfully 


as the occasional snore or cough from fellow passengers disturbed the fragile veil of sleep. 


It didn't help that the driver must have thought he was driving a rally car rather than a Greyhound bus. He 
tore recklessly around bends and raced through small towns without slowing down or stopping unless a 


passenger needed restroom facilities. 


Which kinda suited Izzy. It meant that it got him closer to LA with each passing minute. He let his tired mind 
drift over the past month since a stranger drifted through the town he was staying in and changed his life. 


He hadn't been looking for love or even a casual fuck, but as soon as Richie had stepped into the bar on 
Christmas Eve, Izzy's world had been kicked off its axis. He'd been in a spiral into a long-distance 
thing..relationship..whatever it seemed to be..ever since. Richie's offer of taking him away from the bar that 
day had been oh-so-tempting but Izzy had realised that Richie still needed to sort out his feelings about his 


ex. 


Richie had called the moment he reached LA. And every day after that, timing it so that the phone calls were 
at times when they could speak for hours on end. They spoke of their lives, past and present, their hopes and 
dreams. Richie had told Izzy about his desperate apartment and job hunting efforts in the first week of being 
in LA, finally calling one day with the good news that he'd landed both in a couple of days. 


"Do you know what this means, babe?" Richie asked. 


"Hmm.that you don't have to sleep in your car anymore?" Izzy responded. He'd been worried when Richie had 


accidentally let that piece of information slip. 
"Well..yeah, but it means you can come out here now?" Richie said. "| worry about you and | miss you, baby." 


‘| miss you too," he replied. "But.we agreed, remember? | don't wanna be your rebound fuck, only to be thrown 


over once you've got him out of your system." 
‘Iz.l'm-," Richie started to say. 
“Shhh, Rich.it's okay, babe. Just lets.lets just keep going like this for now and see how it goes, huh?" 


That was five weeks and three days ago. In the meantime, Izzy worked as many hours as possible to get a 
decent amount of cash in his pockets. He wanted to pull his own weight within this already mixed-up 
relationship and he didn't want to feel like he was sponging off Richie. 


With a heavy sigh, Izzy shifted in his seat, willing the time to disappear so that he could taste Richie's sweet 
kisses again. The anticipation was killing him and the unbidden images of how good Richie looked in his bed on 
Christmas Eve flashed across his mind's eye. He groaned softly when he felt that familiar heat deep in his 


belly. Now was not the time to start getting hard but he couldn't help thinking about the guttural cries he had 
pulled from the brunette. 


Fuck! he thought to himself as his dick twitched to life. Too late.. as he gave in to his body's needs. 


He cracked an eye open to see that most of the passengers were in various stages of sleep, the interior of 
the bus dark apart from one reading light toward the front of the bus. He was grateful that he had a seat to 
himself, as most of the passengers had avoided him and his baleful stares when they boarded. 


He curled in on himself, facing the window and hitched the thin blanket around his shoulders before he 
surreptitiously shifted a hand to his lap and palmed himself through his jeans. Richie's soft, sweet lips pulled 


into focus, especially the way he chewed on one side of his bottom lip while he was thinking. 


Over the past five weeks, they'd indulged themselves in a little phone sex after the bar had closed. Izzy would 
pick up the extension in the bar and picture Richie sitting there as they spoke, taking a perverse excitement 
about what he was doing. It made his shifts go quicker the next day, knowing that he'd left his mark on the 
bar , so to speak. 


Popping the buttons on his jeans open, he inhaled sharply at how the cooler air against his heated flesh 
beneath the blanket, made him throb even harder. Izzy wrapped his hand around his swollen flesh with a shaky 
breath, imagining his fingers to be Richie's, as he stroked slowly. 


With a tingle of fear of being found out ever-present, he worked himself quickly and as quietly as possible. 
Breathing heavily through his nose he hoped that should anyone be watching or listening, that they'd just 
assumed he was having a nightmare. He felt the wicked curl of lust coiling deeply in his gut and around his 


spine as that ultimate spill crept closer and closer. 


With a soft mewl, his warm body fluid coated his hand and the landscape beyond the glass melted into 


something that Salvatore Dali would be jealous of as his vision lost focus for a moment before pulling back into 


clarity. 


He took a moment to calm his breathing while he thought about how he was going to clean his hand. Not being 
able to think of anything other than licking his fingers, he took care of it quickly, wiping any remnants on the 
underside of his shirt before tucking himself back inside his pants. Listening out for any disturbance in the 


seats surrounding him, he refastened his pants. 


He had to scoff at himself and his hair-trigger libido at the moment. He hadn't felt this way since his first 
high school crush and, even though there were a few lingering doubts, Richie seemed to be the real deal. He 
was excited to see where this relationship was going to end up. Hopefully not on the scrap heap like a lot of his 
past boyfriends. They'd never seemed to understand his need to keep things loose or they got scared off by 


his eventual drug use. 


He yawned hard, finally feeling as though he could set his mind at rest and get some sleep. Closing his eyes and 
he let himself reflect on his first true love, the one that he usually kept hidden because it was too painful a 


memory to touch daily. 
we 


Izzy's upbringing had been one of constant change; always on the move. His parents had followed the work, 
dragging their troop of children along with them, crisscrossing the countryside, usually in rural, backwater 
types of towns, never the big cities. By the time Izzy had hit senior year in high school, they'd ended up in 
some little town called Lafayette in Indiana. He'd finally had a chance to make some friends and had even taken 
a particular liking to a young redhead. Izzy had been drawn in by the waterfall of rose-tinted hair and the fine, 
delicate features of the boy. He'd made a concerted effort just to be close to this Earth-bound beauty. 


Billy had been his best friend and they did everything together, sneaking out on weekends and wandering 
through the abandoned backroads and fields. Billy's step-dad was a mean son of a bitch. This was particularly 
surprising considering that he was the local preacher. He expected Billy, his mom and his sister to be picture- 


perfect, at all times, which was hard to do when he beat the shit out of them regularly. 


When things got really bad, Billy would climb in through Izzy's window and ensconced in the safety of his 
bedroom, Izzy would tend to Billy's wounds. It was on one of those nights that Izzy took the chance and kissed 
Billy. All he wanted to do was to show his friend some tenderness..for at least one night in his life. They'd 
already spoken about their indifference to the girls in school but neither had completely admitted their 
attraction to boys. 


It had only taken that one kiss for their relationship to blossom into something exciting and new. Now their 
walks usually found them ending up under some outcrop of trees or down by the river, exploring how 


everything fit together and making plans to get out of Nowhere Town as soon as they could. 


But then it all changed one Monday morning. Izzy waited for Billy to show up at school until the last minute 
before class started. He figured Billy must have been running late and they would catch up later in the day. He 
rushed through the halls to get to class and didn't give Billy another thought until recess. 


As recess drew to an end, Izzy still hadn't seen him and he decided to ask a couple of kids he knew had the 


same classes as Billy. 
"You seen Billy today?" he asked, nonchalantly as he walked past the small group. 
"Dude! Haven't you heard?" he replied. "Billy.his father...” 


Izzy's mind went blank and he didn't register all that was being said to him but he could tell by the look of pity 
on the kid's face that it wasn't good. He remembered barely making it to the bathroom in time to puke his 
guts out. He knew deep down what had happened and probably how it had happened but he needed to see for 
himself. He ran out of the school and straight to Billy's house as fast as he could, arriving to find the police 
pulling down the cordoning tape from the front porch. 


"BILLY!" he yelled as he ran toward the front door. 

"You can't go in there, kid," an officer said, standing in front of the stairs, effectively blocking the stairs. 
‘Lemme gol" Izzy yelled, trying to push through to get to his friend, his lover. "Billy! | need to see Billy.please?!" 
He didn't care if he was making a scene, he wouldn't be satisfied until he knew what had happened even though 


he had a sinking feeling about what had gone down behind that door. 


"Just calm down a minute, son, and we'll talk, okay?" the officer said, gripping Izzy painfully by the upper arms 


and forcing him away from the front entrance. "Are you a close friend or relative of the family? Of the son?" 


"Yeah," Izzy panted, struggling against the hands that bound him but to no avail. "Billy.he's my bo-..best friend” 


"Come over to the squad car, son," the older man said, and just by his tone, it confirmed every dreaded 
suspicion that Izzy had. "Lets sit you down and we'll talk" 


The next few minutes were the worst of Izzy's short life as the officer explained what had gone down behind 
closed doors last night. Billy's step-dad, fuelled by alcohol and self-righteousness, had confronted Billy about his 
sexuality and had started beating him mercilessly. His mother had tried to stop her husband but ended up in 
the firing line of those church-going fists also. 


However, it was all over when the God-fearing preacher reached for his shotqun and ended three innocent 
lives as well as his own Billy's little sister was found, as Izzy later discovered, on the stairs face down with 
the gunshot wound in her back. Billy and his mother were found in a corner, with Billy wrapped around his 


mother as though he had been trying to protect her. 


Izzy spiralled downward after that day. He retreated into himself and dropped out of school. He eventually left 
home, much to his parents and siblings’ distress. He lived in the same way that he was brought up, coasting 
from town to town, working odd jobs, singing and playing his music, selling his body now and again when things 


got really bad. 


It was on one of those bad days that Izzy had found the sweet relief of the nothingness that drugs could give 
him. Before he knew it, he was hooked on heroin and he was doing things that would have turned his stomach 
as a young boy just to feed his addiction 


When Billy, whose silent disapproval with him was palpable, had started appearing to him in his heroin-induced 
stupor, Izzy finally started to find the intestinal fortitude to seek help. He wanted to make Billy proud of him 


again and he oh-so wanted to feel Billy's love again. 


But that wasn't going to happen and Izzy hoped beyond hope that Richie would be the one to finally fill that 


hole in his heart. 
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Izzy woke from the nightmare with a sudden gasp, his heart pounding against his rib cage both with dread and 
remembered anger toward the fucker that took his Billy away from him. He blinked as he looked into the now 
bright sky. 


"Good morning, passengers. As you can see in the distance, we should be hitting Los Angeles city limits very 
shortly and will endeavour to get you to your stops as soon as possible. Thank you for travelling Greyhound. 
My name is Geoffrey and | hope you've all had a pleasant trip.” 


The vibe in the bus shifted from sullen and bored to excited and active as people started shifting and 
gathering belongings in anticipation of disembarking even though it could still take over an hour. A queue had 
formed for the onboard toilet suddenly, as early morning bodily needs took their toll. Izzy had used the 
facilities at their last stop and was okay for the moment, though he would kill for a cigarette. 


Izzy stared out the window at the city he had decided to call home, for now at least, as the driver wound the 
bus through the streets to the terminus. Skyscrapers that he had to bend over to see the top from his seat, 
traffic that whizzed by and the eclectic mix of fashion all served to build the excitement. Suddenly, it became 


even more important to him that he see Richie again after weeks of only talking on the phone. 


With each stop, the bus slowly emptied until there were only a few passengers left for the final stop. Izzy 
chewed his nails nervously, hoping and praying that Richie hadn't forgotten about him or changed his mind. 


Finally, the driver pulled the bus off the main road and into the terminus. Izzy tried to look for Richie amongst 
the countless other buses and passengers as the bus pulled nose-first into the docking bay. Since he was the 
furthest from the door, Izzy had to allow everyone else to disembark first. His leg bounced in anticipation and 
he felt like a giddy school girl as he waited impatiently for those ahead of him to leave. 


Finally, the aisle cleared. Izzy grabbed his backpack from the luggage rack above his head and made his way 
forward. Outside he could see his suitcase and guitar case sitting on the sidewalk ready for him to collect. But 
he couldn't see Richie. He was starting to feel a little ill with worry. He took a deep steadying breath as he 
walked between the seats to the door. 


Stopping at the top of the steps, Izzy happened to look up at that moment and saw Richie standing, waiting for 
him. He smiled, and those adorable dimples creased his face. "Don't you wanna get off the bus, babe?" Richie 
asked. 

Izzy's heart pounded with joy as he leapt off the last step and straight into Richie's arms, only to be spun 
around before his feet landed on the ground. "You're here," Izzy said a little breathlessly, looking into those 
soulful brown eyes that he'd fallen in love with. 


"Uh-huh," he grinned as Izzy wrapped his fingers into his shirt and hauled Richie to him, their mouths crashing 
together. 
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Richie POV 
Today was the day. 


The day he would see Izzy again and not just speak to him over the miles between them on the phone. 


He wasn't ashamed to admit that he had been mentally counting down the weeks, days and hours in anticipation 
It had been hard to keep a level head about it though, partially expecting Izzy to say that it was over and that 
he wasn't coming out to him. He knew that there was always going to be that chance, but with each passing 


phone call, that worry became smaller and smaller. 


The memory of saying goodbye to Izzy, watching him in the rearview mirror as he drove away that day and 
the doubts that had built with each passing mile he put between them, had haunted him for the entire 


duration of his drive. He made a point to call Izzy at each overnight stop, just to keep that connection going. 


He needn't have worried, though. With each subsequent phone call, with each piece of shared information about 


each other, Richie felt that the bond had only grown instead of diminished. 


When he'd reached LA, he hit the ground running. He'd spent most of his time job hunting and tried to spend 
as little money on accommodation as he could, opting to sleep in his car at truck stops when he felt safe 


enough. It wasn't ideal but he needed to save as much money as possible. 


Richie had been walking the streets after deciding to work his way east from the coastline, to look for 
somewhere to live and work, whichever came first, eventually landing both a job and a small, cheap apartment 


within a day of each other. 


At the end of that first week, he'd driven to Santa Monica, after checking out many other locations. He spent a 
good couple of hours walking the boardwalk, thinking how much it reminded him of the New Jersey shoreline. It 
made him think about his parents and how much he missed them. Maybe if he got settled enough, they could 


come out to visit him. 
Santa Monica and the boardwalk had felt so good, so.. right, that, leaving the car where it was, he started 
asking around for jobs. It had been a long day walking and his feet were tired but it was a pleasant break from 


driving all day. 


It was late afternoon and he was about to give up and head back to his car when his luck changed 


significantly. 
He was walking past a liquor store as the sun started dropping into the horizon, when someore, tall with black 
shaggy hair, came storming out of the doorway, throwing a uniform shirt on the ground and shoulder barging 


Richie on his way past. 


"You can stick your fuckin’ job where the sun don't shine, asshole!" he yelled at a gruff looking older man who 


had followed him out, before stalking off, shirtless, down the street without looking back. 
"Don't bother coming back either!" the older man yelled after the retreating ex-employee. 


Richie bent to retrieve the shirt and handed it to the man, whom he presumed to be the manager or owner. 


"Sorry about that," the man said, taking the proffered shirt from Richie. "Asshole thinks he can waltz in an 
hour late then take an hour's break and still get a full pay. don't think so!" he grumbled as he walked back into 
the store. 

Richie cast up a silent word of thanks to whoever opened up this opportunity before following the guy inside. 


"Er..l'm just new in town today. I've been walking all day, looking for work and a place to stay," Richie said. "| 


don't suppose you have anyone to fill that guy's place?" 
Richie held firm while the guy looked him up and down. "You got retail experience?" 


"Sure," Richie nodded. It wasn't far from the truth, he had a shelf-filling job after school at the local 
supermarket. He shoved his hands in his pockets to try to look confident. 


"Hmmph," the man grunted, nodding. "What made you come to Santa Monica?" 


"The boardwalk reminds me of the Jersey shore," Richie admitted. "I like being near the beach so this made 


perfect sense." 

"You got family out here?" he asked, as he started stacking bottles onto a shelf, moving up and down a small 
stepladder. Richie took the initiative to lend a hand, crouching down to pass bottles from the carton on the 
floor. The older man looked at Richie again and nodded in appreciation. 

"Um..no, my Mom and Dad are back in New Jersey," Richie offered. "They're all | got” 


"So why'd you move all the way out here then?" 


He seemed geruinely interested and easy to talk to so Richie offered him a part-truth. "Failed romance," he 
said simply. 


The older man grunted again before saying sagely, "It happens at least once in a lifetime. The name's Max" He 


held out his hand to Richie, who rose from his haunches and smiled, shaking Max's hand. 
"Richie.it's a pleasure to meet you, Max," he replied. 
"You got somewhere to stay?" Max asked. 


"Uh. got my car," Richie said, thinking of the trek back to where he'd parked it. "I's not the first time I've 
slept in it" 


Max tsked and stepped down. "Here's the deal. You go get your car. There's an employee car park out back. You 


can sleep in the storeroom tonight. | don't keep the takings here overnight and | have security come around 


every couple of hours. You show me what you got tomorrow and I'll recommend you to someone | know with a 


small place." 


"Really?!" Richie exclaimed. "Thank you so much, Max! You don't know how much | appreciate this. | won't let 


you down. | promise." 


"Well, if ya do, I'll be chasing you from the store as | did with that last guy," Max said. "I got a good feeling 
about you, son. My gut hasn't led me astray so far.well, except for Nikki, | guess." Max sighed a little sadly 
and picked up the shirt that had been left behind. "I'll wash this tonight after | close up and itll be hanging up 


out back for you when you start.” 
"What time do you want me ready?" 


"Whelp..shop opens at IO am and closes at IO pm," Max said. "Think you can handle that for now? Whatever 
time you take for breaks, isn't paid, understand?" 


"Yes, Sir," Richie nodded. 


"There's a washroom out back you can use to freshen up in tomorrow," Max said, pointing to a door that 
Richie presumed was the out back that Max kept referring to. "If you work out, | expect you to be clean and 
tidy every day. Don't care if you're covered in tattoos or jingle-jangles.just clean and tidy, got that?" 


"Yes, Sir," Richie said. 


"Whelp..you be off with you now and go get that car of yours," Max nodded. "Be back here before | close up at 
ten and I'll lock the gate after you've parked your car." 


Richie shook Max's hand enthusiastically and thanked the older man profusely before leaving the store. He took 


a moment to look back at the frontage and smiled. 


Last Chance Liquor flashed in neon red. Someone had managed to spray paint a tiny fo in between the words 


Chance and Liquor. 


It may be called Last Chance but for Richie, it was his First Chance at a new life..hopefully with Izzy. He couldn't 
wait to call him and tell him. Quickly calculating the time difference, Richie found the nearest payphone and 
placed a call to the bar but unfortunately, Izzy was out running an errand. Richie left a message that he would 
call back later and hung up with a sigh. 


The first day passed quickly. Richie turned up on time and worked hard, determined to impress Max. Max had 
another staff member also, an older woman who was as brassy as the neon signs on the boardwalk. But Linda 
was kind, helpful in Richie's training with the cash register and the customers loved her. She gave him advice 
while they worked about living in Santa Monica, which areas to avoid and those that were safe to walk alone at 


night, which was usual for any town. 


Max was good to his word, too, handing Richie the address to the apartment he'd mentioned the night before 


and allowing him to leave early to find his way and settle in 


"Rent is due on the [5th of each month," Max said. "While you work for me, | can take the money from your 
pay. I'll make sure it gets paid. Unless you got a problem with that?" 


‘Oh..okay," Richie said. “That's fine. Do you have an arrangement with the landlord or something?" 
"You could say that," Max shrugged and looked over at Linda. 


Linda waved to Richie from behind the front counter, snapping the gum that was constantly in motion. "I had to 
come and see for myself what kind of person you were, sweetcheeks," she said with a smile. "| do trust Max's 


opinion but there's nothing like a woman's intuition, ya know?" 


"Well, | guess | should let you know that l'm expecting..hoping," Richie said with a nervous grin, "my..boyfriend..to 


join me in a couple of weeks? All going well, of course. Will that be an issue?" 


"Listen, sweetcheeks," Linda said, "whatever you do on your own time is your business. You keep my place clean 


and no visits from the police, then we won't have an issue at all." 


With all the details ironed out, Max and Linda bade him goodbye with reminders to be on time in the morning, 
Richie left with the keys to his new apartment in his hands. He got in his car and backed out into the alleyway, 
before following the directions that Linda had given him. 


Richie pulled into a quiet suburban street about fifteen minutes later and parked in front of a small, red-brick 
building. It was old but in good condition and it seemed to be a cluster of four apartments. Richie grabbed his 
bags and took the steps to the first floor, two at a time and found the door to his apartment. Sliding the key 
into the lock, he pushed the door open and stepped in, kicking the door closed behind him. 


It was small, which Richie had kind of expected, but it was clean and partly furnished. He dropped his bags in 
the doorway and wandered around. There was a small balcony from the living room that overlooked the street 
and in the far distance, he could just see the top of the Ferris Wheel. He stepped back inside and found the 


bedroom down a small hallway, with the bathroom on the opposite side. 


Richie flopped back onto the bed and grimaced when it let out a huge squeak. He made a mental note to see if 
he could tighten any of the bolts before considering a new bed. He let himself daydream about how he would 
fix the place up..before Izzy arrived. He then let himself imagine making love to the dark-haired gypsy-souled 
man in this room, squeaky bed or not. With a frustrated groan, Richie stood and retrieved his bags from inside 


the front door. He still wanted to hit the grocery store he saw a few blocks back before it got too late. 


Richie fell into bed later that night, happy but exhausted but with a clear plan for the future. With that plan 
swirling around in his head, he drifted off into a deep sleep. 


Much to Richie's relief, the weeks flew past. He and Max had formed a tight friendship and, adding Linda into 
the mix, Richie found that he wasn't quite as homesick for his parents. He rang them every second day 
diligently and, after he'd had the phone connected in his apartment, if he didn't call his mother on time, then 


she would chase him down. 


He enjoyed his job, and for the short term, it suited his needs. He explored Santa Monica on his days off as 
well as exploring the rest of the surrounding areas, making wider and wider sweeps each time he ventured out. 


He wanted to be able to show Izzy around with confidence when he arrived. 


Which brought him to today. He'd arranged to have the day off from work and, after rising not long after the 
sun did, spent the morning tidying the apartment and restocking the kitchen with food and alcohol and yet he 


still had an hour or so before Izzy's bus was due to arrive. 


He paced the apartment and smoked way too many cigarettes out on the balcony before muttering Fuck it to 
himself and grabbing his keys. He'd pace his nerves away at the bus terminus. 


He cranked the music in his car as he drove down the freeway toward the terminus, cursing the early 
morning traffic all the way but breathing a sigh of relief once he took the right exit. Weaving his way through 
the still unfamiliar streets, Richie's nerves were making him feel kinda sick. He still had those niggling doubts 
that Izzy would change his mind and get off the bus somewhere along the route. 


Checking his watch as he got out of the car at the terminus he locked the door before lighting yet another 


cigarette. The way his morning was going, he would have to buy another pack if the bus was delayed. 


Inside the terminus, he gazed up at the electronic board and noted the gate number and estimated arrival 
time. It was still on track to arrive within the hour. Buying a cup of coffee from the coffee shop, and instantly 


regretting it, he walked in amongst travellers and expectant greeters like himself, toward his future. 


He sat. He stood. He paced. Never had he been more nervous. Even coming out to his parents was a piece of 


cake in comparison to this. 


Then, as the sun glinted off the windscreen of the arriving bus like a beacon in the fog, Richie dropped to his 
haunches as he waited for the driver to cut the engine. The brakes were engaged, with a hydraulic whoosh 
that was heard from behind the glass of the waiting area. The bus door opened as Richie stood, cracking his 


knuckles nervously, and disgorged its weary travellers one by one. 


"C'mon.c'mon, baby," Richie muttered as each passenger collected their bags from where the driver was 
unceremoniously throwing them to the curb. Richie tried to see through the multi-layers of glass and people 
before snarling to himself and moving outside as the stream of people coming down the bus stairs seemed to 


dwindle. 


But then he saw Izzy and his heart soared and he felt such relief that he had to blink away the prickle of 
tears he suddenly felt behind his eyes. Izzy hadn't seen him yet, busy rearranging his carry-on bag, so he 
stood silent, willing him to look up. Glancing over as the driver slammed the luggage doors closed, he noted that 
there was only one battered bag and a well-traveled guitar case left to be collected, before dragging his eyes 
back to the bus entrance. 


It was at that moment that Izzy looked up and saw him. 


"Don't you wanna get off the bus, babe?" Richie asked, his face creased into a smile as Izzy took the few steps 
in a daze before launching himself at him. Richie held on tightly and spun them both around in happiness. 


"You're here," Izzy said from beneath his slouched paper-boy cap. 


"Uh-huh," he grinned as Izzy wrapped his fingers into his shirt and hauled Richie to him, their mouths crashing 
together. 


"Take me home, baby," Izzy murmured, once their lips parted. 
~ Kw 


The couple walked arm in arm through the terminus back to Richie's car, stopping frequently to lose 
themselves in hugs and kisses, renewing their physical connection, remembering tastes and smells, completely 
oblivious to pedestrian traffic around them. 


Richie led the way to his car and once Izzy's cases were safely stored in the back seat, he was pushed up 
against the side of the car and kissed until he was breathless. 


"God, you taste so fucking good," Izzy mumbled against Richie's lips before he started nibbling along his jaw. 


Richie's fingers flexed against Izzy's back, beneath his jacket, itching to feel the warm flesh beneath. He pulled 
Izzy closer and arched his hips against the dark-haired man, letting him know that he was very interested in 
his exploration techniques. "Then let me take you home and you can taste a whole lot more of me, lz," Richie 
panted. 


Izzy, his eyes slightly dazed, pulled back and nodded. Richie fumbled for the door handle behind him and opened 
it, spinning them both so that Izzy could slide into the passenger seat before Richie raced around to the 
driver's side. He readjusted himself as he climbed behind the wheel only to have Izzy's hand reach over and 
grip him through his jeans. The other slid beneath his hair, around the back of his neck as Izzy almost climbed 
into his lap. 


Izzy reached down between the door and the seat and with a flick of his wrist, sent Richie flying backwards in 
his seat with a small yelp of surprise. 


With a frustrated groan, Izzy slid his hands beneath Richie's t-shirt and pushed it up until it was bunched 
beneath his arms while his mouth latched on to one of the nipples beneath the fabric. "Been dreamin’ of doing 
this, Rich," Izzy mumbled against his chest, pausing between words to flick his tongue over the taut nubs. 


Richie's groan echoed within the small confines of his car while his fingers buried into the dark hair, Izzy cap 
falling forgotten to the footwell of the back seat. He'd just slid his hands beneath Izzy's shirt when a sharp 
knock on the car window startled them, both stopping what they were doing and looking up at a security guard 


who was peering in through the window. 


"If | were you two, I'd get outta here before | call the cops," he said with a slight frown. "By the looks of it, | 
doubt very much that you'd prefer to spend the day in a cell than a bed." 


Izzy burst out into giggles and hid his face in the crook of Richie's neck. "Yes, Sir," Richie chuckled. "Um.give us 


a minute to.er.get in the right seats," he continued with a wry grin as Izzy snorted in amusement again. 

"Five minutes," the guard said sternly. "Otherwise it's a call to the police." 

Izzy clambered back over to the passenger seat with a sigh and Richie righted his back to the correct spot. He 
cast Izzy a look and started the car. Paying for the parking on the way out, he pulled into the LA traffic and 


headed west, toward his home. 


Their home. 


Chapter Two 


Author's Notes: 
| hope you've enjoyed reading about Richie's reunion with Izzy, but this is where we say goodbye for now. 


Never fear, however, as there is already a third book WIP'd. Have you noticed that most things work in 3's for 


me? 


The drive back to Richie's apartment was full of meaningless chit-chat about Izzy's final days at the bar and 
his travels, which only served the purpose of heightening the sexual tension between them. Richie took the 
opportunity to surprise Izzy with a deep kiss at a set of traffic lights, losing themselves until the honking 
behind them finally caught their attention 


"Jesus Christ," Izzy breathed as he threw his head back against the headrest, shifting uncomfortably in the 


seat. 
Richie smirked across at him. "Feeling a little..anxious, babe?" he asked. 
"You could say that," he replied. "| thought jacking off in the bus would have taken the edge off" 


"Wait! What?!" Richie exclaimed. "You..you..in the bus?!" 


| was thinking of you, tall, dark and very fuckable," Izzy smirked and turned in his seat, exposing the inside of 
his shirt where he'd finished cleaning his hand. 


Richie grabbed Izzy's right hand as he drove, bringing it to his face and suckling the first two fingers into his 
mouth, finding the faintest trace of tangy cum and cigarettes with his tongue. "Mmm..tasty," he mumbled 


around the fingers before sucking them slowly from his mouth as he returned his attention to the road. 
"Fuck, babe," Izzy breathed. "How much longer until we get home?" 
Deliberately ignoring the question, Richie winked at him, knowing that he was only one turn away from his 


street. "Do you know what kind of job that you'll look for?" he asked as calmly as he could as he took that last 
turn. 


"Fuck the job!" Izzy growled. 


"Aww..and here | was thinking that you wanted to fuck me?" he replied with a waggle of his eyebrows. He 
slowed the car and started to pull up in front of his apartment building. 


I'm not in the mood to talk employment just now.unless we're talking about employing your mouth around my 
cock," Izzy countered. "Or vice versa.| don't fucking care at the moment. Just hurry the fuck up to your 


place." 
"Don't you mean our place?" 


"Whatever!" Izzy exclaimed. "I swear you're doing this deliberately to annoy me..which will just be counter- 


productive to our sex life, right here, right now. Just take me home.please?!" 
"|zel" 
"What?!" 


"Welcome home, baby," Richie said, hauling Izzy up against him by his shirt and claiming his mouth with his 
lips, kissing the dark-haired man until he was loose and relaxed again. When he released him and Izzy looked 
back at him with doe-eyes, Richie booped his nose before pushing his door open. "What's taking you so long, 
lz?" 


"Huh? What?" 


"We're here," he replied with a dark chuckle, opening his door as Izzy blinked around in surprise. Richie let the 
driver's door close before reaching into the back to grab Izzy's bags while he waited for him. 


Richie walked around to the passenger side as Izzy unfolded himself from the car and looked around. He waited, 
remembering the first day that he'd realised that they had a home, resting against the car until Izzy turned 


to him. "You like it?" he asked a little nervously. 


"Uh-huh..but what are we waiting for?" Izzy grinned, grabbing Richie by the belt buckle and pulling him in for a 
quick, but extremely heated kiss. "Show me this squeaky bed and lets see if we can make it worse." 


Richie groaned in response to the heat in Izzy's eyes and, with a flurry, they both retrieved the bags and 


guitar case from the car and virtually ran up the stairs. 


Richie was trying to get the key in the lock at the door to his apartment when Izzy reached around him and, 
with nimble fingers, started unbuckling his belt and popping the buttons on his jeans. "Open the door, Rich," he 


snarled. 


‘lm try..unh.trying," he replied breathlessly, stumbling over his words as Izzy's warm fingers found his heated 


flesh. 
"Try. harder , babe," Izzy suggested lewdly, delving his hand further down into Richie's pants. 


Suddenly the door flew open with a bang and bags were kicked in as Izzy's fingers went exploring. The guitar 
was the only item that was treated with a little more care before the couple stumbled through over the 
threshold, finally safely inside. Izzy kicked the door closed behind him and fumbled for the catch, locking the 


world outside. 


Hungry hands tore at clothes, leaving a trail of discarded garments as they bounced off the walls, deliberately 


or accidentally. 


"Kitchen," Richie mumbled against the pliable lips beneath his pushing Izzy up against the arched entry. He was 


determined to show Izzy the apartment in whichever way he could. 


"Mmm," Izzy hummed, flipping Richie to the opposite wall of the entryway and bunching the worn T-shirt up 
under Richie's arms like he'd done in the car earlier, feasting on the dusky coloured nipples. 


Richie tore Izzy's shirt from his shoulders, his jacket and vest discarded at the front door, and bit down on 
the soft flesh where his neck swooped down to his shoulder. "Living room," Richie panted as Izzy ran his 


fingers up Richie's hard length, rubbing the sensitive flesh at the V of the crown with his thumb. 
"Hmm-hmm," came the distracted reply. "Bed.where's the bed?" 


With a growl, Richie shifted and hoisted Izzy over his shoulder and scurried down the small passageway to the 
bedroom, turning briefly to say, "Bathroom," and earring himself a pinch on the butt. 


Inside the bedroom, Richie heaved Izzy into the centre of the bed. "Pants off.nowl" He tore off his shirt and 
threw it across the room before pushing his pants to his feet, stomping out of them and kicking them out of 
the way. 


He watched Izzy try to wriggle out of his own, the play of muscles over his body just fuelled the flames 
burning within. When they were down past his hips safely, Richie gripped the ends of the legs and pulled them 
off with one hefty tug, making Izzy yelp in surprise before throwing his head back and laughing. 


"Methinks you're in a hurry, babe," he purred. "May | remind you that you were the one that insisted on the 
guided tour of this place." 


"Just being a good host and all," he replied. Richie's hands roamed slowly over his lover's body as Izzy watched 


with hungry eyes. 


He stood there drinking in the sight of Izzy's lithe body on his bed, their bed, and remembered Christmas Eve 
when he first laid eyes on him. He was enigmatic; strong, hard muscles that seemed to move like quicksilver as 
he moved, the starkness of the tattoos etched into his delicate, pale skin, the eyes, that he kept hidden behind 
the curtain of hair, that changed colour depending on the light he was in but sparkled a clear green in 
happiness. 


Then there was his mouth. His very talented mouth; the one that constantly had a cigarette held between his 
lips, the one that moved into a semblance of a smile for strangers but it was also the one that smiled in that 


special way just for him. Just like it was now. 


"You gonna stand there all day staring, Rich?" Izzy purred, pushing up onto his elbows, tilting his head to the 
side and biting his bottom lip. "Or do | have to come get you?" 


Richie smirked, groaning when he felt the familiar swoop deep in his gut that he'd been missing these past few 


weeks. 

"No, no..you stay right where you are," he replied, placing a knee on the bed between Izzy's legs. "Just 
stay..right," he kissed the inside of Izzy's left leg, just above his knee, "where," the next kiss landed mid inside 
thigh on the right, "you are." Richie skipped Izzy's impatient erection intentionally, placing the final punctuating 
kiss on his belly, just below his navel. 


" fuck!" Izzy grumbled in annoyance, arching up, seeking relief in any way he could. 


Richie chuckled darkly as he continued his cat-like slink up Izzy's body, rediscovering the flavours Izzy's body 
held. The forbidden darkness tinged with the taste of whiskey and musk. 


Izzy's hands sought him out. Fingers slid into his mouth, over his face. His stomach contracted as he shifted to 


card those same fingers into his hair and down his neck and his spine. 
"God.l'd forgotten how fuckin’ cute and sexy you are," Izzy groaned. 


"You think I'm sexy, huh?" Richie smirked from his position between Izzy's legs. 


"Uh-huh," he murmured, chewing on his bottom lips, his eyes dark with unbridled desire. 


"You're pretty fuckin’ sexy yourself, baby," Richie replied, reaching up to kiss the dark-haired man before 
pushing him back into the pillows. 


He settled himself over Izzy, pinning him to the mattress below while his mouth sought out remembered 
spots. He could feel the throb of their cocks against his belly as the body beneath his shifted, seeking the 


friction needed. 


Richie felt the urgency in his lover's touch when Izzy's long fingers resumed their roaming over whatever he 
could reach, finally finding purchase in his hair. Richie gasped, torn from teasing a pierced nipple by a solid yank 
of his hair only to have the pain soothed by calloused fingertips and deep, hot kisses interspersed with soft 


apologies. 


Richie rolled to his back, pulling Izzy over him, who immediately moved to his knees. Richie's gut swirled when 


he saw the hunger in Izzy's eyes and he followed his hands as they moved over Richie's chest and belly. 


"Jesus fuck ," he breathed as Izzy's strong fingers wrapped around his length, stroking him tandemly with 
himself. He paused briefly to lick his palm before taking both cocks in one hand and rolling his hips, forcing 
them to slip against each other. "Ah..baby.lz, I've missed you." 


"This is what | was thinking about in the bus," Izzy panted, biting on his bottom lip while he kept the rhythm of 
his hips going. "You. Me. Us." 


Their two bodies shifted around, rolling over and over in pleasure, undulating like the waves of the ocean in the 
distance, as the lovers took their time in rediscovering each other's bodies and re-establishing the emotional 


connection again 


The squeak of the bed, which Richie had thought that he'd fixed, started as a soft, random scritch but soon 
became a loud, rhythmical squeal, adding to the cacophony of sounds on an early Saturday afternoon whilst the 


weak winter sunshine made everything seem sparkly and new. 
"Rich..baby.please," Izzy begged, ending up on top again. "Let me.| wanna.. fuck ..now, please?!" 


"Goddamn it, | love it when you beg, baby," Richie groaned. With a hard, smacking kiss, he shifted from 
underneath Izzy and reached for the bottle of lube he had bought for this occasion 


Flipping the lid Richie tried to squeeze some out onto his hand but nothing was coming out. Trying hard to 
concentrate amid the onslaught of Izzy's talented mouth and fingers, he struggled to wrap his mind around 


figuring out why it wasn't working, 


"Hurry, Rich," Izzy whined into his ear. "| wanna feel your fucking cock deep inside me." 


‘lm tryin’, Im tryin!" he replied, gruffly, as Izzy kissed him again. Falling back into the pillows with a groan of 
frustration, he threw one arm across his eyes and huffed out a breath, his other hand holding the container, 


dropping to the bed. 


"Have you taken the seal off, babe?" Izzy asked, smiling down at him in amusement and reaching for the 
container in Richie's hand. "| mean..it looks like a brand new bottle." 


Izzy quickly unscrewed the lid and found the small silver seal still intact. He held it for Richie to see his 
mistake. Richie felt Izzy chuckling as he picked at the disc, letting it fall to the floor after he pulled it off. 


"Did you just pop my cherry?" Richie asked, finally being able to see the funny side after the embarrassment 


wore off. 


Izzy snorted in amusement, screwing the cap back on, before leaning over Richie to kiss him. "Yeah, | guess | 


did," he said, his lips finding Richie's again. "You're such a dork.but | love you anyway. Now..where were we?" 


"I think | was about to." he mumbled as Izzy deepened their kiss further, pressing the container back into 


Richie's hand. 


Richie accepted the kiss until his head brain caught up with what Izzy had just said. His dick brain, however, 
protested violently at yet another interruption when he wrested his mouth from beneath Izzy's. 


"Wait!" he exclaimed. "What did you just say?" 


"Which part?" his lover asked, a small smile playing over his lips and merriment dancing in his eyes. "The dork 
part?" 


"No..af-after that," Richie clarified. 
‘Oh..the where were we part," Izzy replied, being deliberately obtuse. 


"Fuck, Iz.please," Richie begged, sitting up with the guitarist in his lap. He cupped Izzy's face in his hands, his 
eyes, suddenly serious, never breaking from the murky green ones. "Say it again." 


Izzy smiled fondly, twisting his head to nip playfully on Richie's thumb before answering, "| said..you're a dork 
but..fuck, | love you, Rich." 


"You do?" he asked, breathless suddenly. 


"I do. | can't help it. | know its moving quickly. | mean.we've only known each other for..not even a couple of 


months in total but..." 


Richie felt his heart hammering behind his ribcage. He'd been thinking along the same lines and had almost said 
those words to Izzy, but he quickly quashed them with murmurs of its foo soon . 


"l-I know you've tried saying it before," Izzy said, as though he was reading Richie's mind. "But I've only said 


that to one other person in my life.and you know who that was. So.l've been scared." 


Richie nodded in mute understanding. In their late-night conversations over the phore, they'd told each other of 
lost loves and heartbreak. He soothed his hands down Izzy's back. 


"Billy," Richie said softly. 
Izzy nodded and smiled sadly. "And..and | lost him." Izzy paused, looking heavenward for a moment. 
‘I'm scared" He cupped Richie's face lovingly. "| don't wanna lose you now that I've found you." 


"lz" Richie said, gripping the man's wrists and placing a kiss on each of his palms before continuing. "You said it 


yourself, babe. I've been ready to say it for a while now." 


"| love you, Izzy," he continued earnestly. "You've fixed my broken heart and my confidence. You're open and 
real and..and unfettered. Not to mention sexy as hell." 


Izzy chuckled and sniffed, blinking away a sheen of unshed tears. "Well.thanks, babe." 


"Now..as much as l'd like to continue this conversation and tell you many more times how much | love you," 
Richie said, tugging gently on the ends of the dark hair hanging down Izzy's back, "how about | show you 
instead?" He cupped the back of Izzy's head and brought him closer, kissing him deeply. 


He rolled them both back down to the mattress and searched for the lube blindly. Dispensing it quickly and 
thoroughly, then tossing it in the general direction of the nightstand. 


Richie slid his fingers gently into Izzy, watching how the man beneath him reacted. Izzy's head dropped back 
into the mound of pillows and his mouth slackened as Richie worked him open with care. When Richie found 
that spongy spot deep within, the younger man, shaking with need, made the sweetest sounds that had ever 


reached Richie's ears. 


"Are you ready for me, baby?" Richie murmured against Izzy's cheek when he felt that he was open enough. 


All he received in answer from lzzy was a soft mewl and a nod of his head. 


Richie quickly shifted to his knees and spread Izzy's legs wide, salivating, as he gripped himself just below the 


crown and pushed against his lover's entrance with steady pressure. 


"Oh... God ...." Izzy cried out, panting and arching up to allow entrance to Richie. "Oh shit.Rich..yessss." 


" Fuck!" he groaned, feeling the give in the ring of muscle as his cock slipped through into the heated sheath. 
Richie almost collapsed on top of Izzy in relief at finally being surrounded by the man he'd fallen in love with. 


"Please, baby," Izzy breathed against his ear. "If you don't start fucking me in the next ten seconds, l'm finding 
my way back on that bus." 


Richie growled deep in his throat and shifted his angle. 

"You." Thrust Squeak 

"Are" Thrust Thud 

"Not" Thrust Squeak 

"Going." Thrust Thud 

"Anywhere." Thrust Squeak Squeak Thud 

"You're" Thrust THUD 

"Mine!" 

The Santa Monica afternoon sun shone more brightly through the closed window, the curtains lacking in their 
coverage, its golden glow moving slowly over their sweating, entwined bodies. Izzy's mouth fell open in a 


silent Oh, widening with each roll of Richie's hips. 


Their moans, sighs and inconsequential mumbles, combined with the complaining squeaks and rattles of the bed, 


overshadowed the faint noise of everyday life continuing unabated outside their small apartment. 


But Richie only had eyes and ears for the man in his bed as he put all his effort into finding the greatest 


pleasure for them both, using not only his dick but also his hands and mouth in collaboration 


Suddenly Izzy's body stiffened, his eyes wide with surprise and a guttural groan was pulled from his chest as 
Richie felt his lover clench down around his cock The flutter of Izzy's internal muscles was the impetus that 
Richie needed to push up to his hands to watch his dark-haired lover shatter apart before his eyes. He took 
perverse pleasure in watching Izzy's back arch in a rigor mortis-like stiffness and the breath stolen from his 


lungs as it escaped his corded throat while his erection pumped creamy, viscous fluids over his stomach. 


The clench of Izzy's ass around his cock was the beginning of the end for Richie's control. His rhythm faltered 
and the dark and dangerous heat that had been curled menacingly just below the surface, broke free of its 


confines. 


Richie snarled like a cornered wild animal, his body rutting against Izzy's, as he filled his lover with his hot 
seed, the act of pushing through the tight ring only bringing him more pleasure/pain. With one last, powerful 
thrust, Richie's body finally gave out on him and he fell, replete, onto his sinful-as-the-devil lover. 


As did the bed, the old wrought-iron warring of its impending fall to the floor when the aged hardware holding 
it together, finally reached its own lustful conclusion with nuts and bolts skittering over the hardwood floor. 


"What the fuck ?l" Izzy yelped, then broke out laughing, as the foot of the bed keeled over with a clatter and 
the mattress threatened to slide down to the end with the slightest movement. 


Richie, chest heaving with exertion, looked over his shoulder and muttered, "Oh shit... thought | fixed that" He 
dropped his head to Izzy's shoulder in exhaustion and that one movement was enough to plunge the mattress 


the last foot or so before it was stopped by the floor. 
Blissfully exhausted Richie lay sated and it was only when Izzy started laughing that he felt compelled to pull 
himself from the warmth with a disappointed whimper. He rolled to Izzy's side and reached for the condom to 


dispose of it but only found wet, sticky flesh. " Fuck!" he swore. 


‘Its only a bed, babe," Izzy mumbled, curling into Richie's side, throwing a lazy arm over his chest. "We can fix 


it later or something.after my bones grow back though. | think you liquefied them." 


Scrubbing his hand over his face and cursing himself for being so stupid and careless, he said, "Fuck the bed, 
Iz. We got bigger problems." 


Izzy shifted to prop himself on his elbow, looking down at Richie. "Huh?!" he asked in confusion. "What's wrong?" 
"lm so fuckin’ stupid sometimes," Richie groaned, pinching the bridge of his nose. 


Izzy pulled his hand away from his eyes and Richie blinked at him, clearing his vision. "Talk to me. And don't 
ever say that you're stupid again, huh?! | don't like it.” 


"But | am!" he exclaimed. Richie sighed, chewing on his bottom lip as he framed his words in his head. In the 
end, he decided to just tell it like it is and said," | was so eager to be with you that |. fuck. forgot the 


condom." 
"Is that all?!" he replied. "Babe.have you forgotten that we both got tested?" 


Richie sighed, giving a small shrug. "No, | hadn't forgotten but.. dunno..| just wanted to be a considerate bed 


mate." 


Izzy shifted to straddle Richie's hips, his necklaces and bracelets jangling as he moved. Gripping his wrists the 
way that he had done to Izzy earlier, Richie found his arms being pushed into the pillows above his head and 


Izzy's concerned face loomed above him. 


"Firstly, | wanted to fuck ! | wanted hot, sexy and animalistic.and you gave me that," he said, holding eye 
contact with Richie. "This is new to both of us, Rich. That's the beauty of getting all the boring chit-chat and 
medical stuff over with while we've been apart. We can get down to more important stuff.like exploring what 


works for us both in bed." 

"Yeah..but-," Richie started to say before being silenced with a deep, toe-curling kiss. 

"The only butt | wanna see or hear about," his gypsy-souled lover purred into his ear, "is yours as l'm fucking 
it, And unless you got so horny without me that you broke this bed in the first place by bringing strangers 


home, then.we're both clean. Got me?!" 


"Uh-huh," Richie nodded. "Trust me..the bed was on its last legs when | first got here. | thought I'd tightened 
everything though. 


"Doesn't matter," Izzy smiled softly. "Let's just get rid of it anyway. We can't fall any further than the floor 
then" 


Izzy released his hold now that that was settled, laying down on his chest. Richie enveloped the smaller man in 
his arms and said, "What was the second thing?" 


"Huh?" 

"You said firstly before," he replied. "What was the second? Or was there even a second?" 
"Oh!" Izzy exclaimed, raising his eyes toward Richie's." Bedmate can fuck off too." 

He sought out Richie's fingers and interlocked them with his own. 


"Lover, I'll accept," Izzy said. "Boyfriend would be even better. Partner or even husband..would be the 


dream..one day, | hope." 


"Well then..," Richie replied, kissing the knuckles where their fingers were entwined, "I guess you'd better meet 


my parents sometime soon" 


**The End** 


